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This, and much more information of like sort, the youngster
volunteered. But when he paused, Barnardo interrogated
him again:
"Jim, have you ever heard of Jesus?"
"Yes, sir; I knows about Him a5 right/3
"Well, who is He? What do you know about Him?5'
"Oh, sir," he looked sharply about the room—with a
timorous glance into the darker corners—then, dropping
to a whisper, exclaimed: "He's the Pope o' Rome!"
"Whatever do you mean, my lad? Who told you that?"
"No one, sir; but I knows I'm right. 'Cos, mother, 'fore
she died, always did that when she spoke of the Pope"—a
clumsy sign of the cross was made—"and one day, when
she wor a-dying in the 'firmary, a gent wor there in black
clothes a-talkin' to her, an' mother wor a-crying. They
began to talk about Him, sir, and they both did the same."
"Then because your mother made the same sign . . .
when she spoke about the Pope and about Jesus, you thought
she was speaking of the same person?"
"Yes, sir, that's it." The boy gave a nod of pleased
intelligence.
Shocked by this revelation, Barnardo lost not a moment
in relating to the urchin the story of Bethlehem's Babe.
He told him of Jesus' tenderness and compassion, of His
sympathy and mercy, of His love for children, of His miracles
of healing, and of how He preached the Gospel to the poor.
Then he explained in simplest terms the growing jealousy
of scribes and pharisees, the traps laid to catch Him, His
trial before Pilate, His scourging, His crown of thorns. Tears
trickled down Jim's face; but when he came to the Cruci-
fixion, the lad, breaking into sobs, exclaimed:
"Oh, sir, that wor wuss nor Swearin5 Dick sarved me!"
The story concluded, Barnardo put his arm around the
boy's neck, and both knelt in prayer.
It was long after midnight when the two, hand in hand,
sallied forth on their quest, The urchin, proud in the cop-

